V

22nd February: midnight
I FIND that I have never really known Jean Queyries at all,
or, rather, that I have never taken the trouble to know him.
When he used to drop in of an evening, what I liked was to
go on looking at him while all the time thinking of somebody
else. To see his face was happiness enough for me, and I paid
little attention to what he said. Only as the result of what
happened the other night have I discovered that he belongs to
the race of those precocious Don Juans, whose characteristics I
shall now amuse myself by describing. This will be the easier
for me to do since, so long as Florence believes that I am running
about the country in search of Augustin, I am careful to spend
as much time as possible in my study, where I find writing a
great distraction. Let me begin by saying that he entered
wholeheartedly into my scheme, and was not in the least
embarrassed by my somewhat obscure explanations. Naturally
enough, I told Vm only what it was impossible for me to
conceal. The picture of Florence which I painted for his benefit
was that of a sick woman obsessed by the memory of a child-
hood's friend, and I managed to convince him that the doctor,
worried lest her neurasthenic condition might grow worse,
wanted to find some way of persuading her that the friend is
still alive.
'It so happens, my dear Jean, that you bear a curious
in